Thehiftory 

Aiax. I fay the proclamation. 

Ther. Thou gromblcft and raylefl euery houre on Achil- 
lesy and thou art as full of enuy at his greatneflc, as Cerberus 
is at P roferyinas beauty,I that thou barkft at him. 

Max . Miftres T her fit es. 

'I her. Thou flnouldft ftrike him. Max fb&Iofe, 

Hec would punne thee into fhiuerswithhisfift,asafaylcr 
breakes a bisket,you hotfon airre. Do ? do? 

Max: Thou ftoole for a witch: 

T her. I, Do ? do ? thou fodden witted Lord , thou haft 
nomorebraine then I haue in mineelbowes,an a AJinico 
may tutor thee, you fcuruy valiant afle, thou art heerebut to 
thrafb Troyans, and thou art bought and fould among thofe 
of any wir.Iike a Barbarian flaue . Ifthou vfe to beat* mee I 
will beginne at thy hcele, and tell what thou arc by ynches, 
thou thing of no bowells thou. 

tAliax. You dog: Ther. You fouruy Lord. 

i $Aiax. You currc. 

T her. Mars his Idiot, do rudeneffe,do Camel,do,do. 

Achtl. Why how now tAiax wherefore do yee thus, . 

How now Therjites whats the matter man. 

Ther. You fee him there ? do you ? 

tAchil, 1 whats the matter. T her: Nay looke vpon him. 

tAchil: Sq I do, whats the matter? . 

T her: Nay but regard him well. 
tAchil: We)l,why fo I do, 

T her: But yet you looke not well vpon him, for who fome 
euer you take him to be he is Aiax. 

Achtl. I know that fbole. 

T her. I but that foole knowe* not himfelfe. 

Aiax: Therefore I beate thee. 

T her: Lo,lo,lo,!o,wbat modicums of withevtters,hiseua- 
fionshaue eaves thus long,I haue bobd his braine more then 
he has beate my bones. It will buyninefparrowesfbrapen- 1 
ny, an d 1 1 is pia mater is not worth the ninth part of a fpar- 
row.-this Lord { Achilles) Aiaxjxho weares his wit in his bel- 
ly,and his guts in his head , I tell you what I fay of him. 

Ach. What. T her. Ifay this Aiax , 

Achil, 


of Troyltts and Creffeida. 

• fo ' Wh<,m 

lioer.n »Ach*L Peace foole? 

ht SrTwo”Mha»e pe^e and qui««rfTe, but the foole 

Will, not.be Cherc,that he : lookeyout hete. 

y, iax oh thou damned cun e I fhall ^ 

Achil. Will you fee your wit to a foo.es. 

^.iMtheytle o„,c goelcarne roe.- the tenor of the 

proclamation, and he railes vpon me. 

T htr. I ferue thee not? A tax. vVclfgo , 0 « 

T her I ferae here voluntary. ' 

httil Your Ia(l fcroice was fuf&aoce ; twas not voluntary. 

nornanis beaten volun ary, Afee was here the vejuntaty, 

'aridjy&u as , , .. 

"[her. E’ene fo , a gmat deale of your write to e 

finnewes , or els there bee liers , H<Sior fhall baric a great 
catch and knocke at either of your beams , a w#fe as goo 
crack a fufty nut with no kernel!. 

Achtl Wbatwkh me to Xherfites. . .. 

TheWS s rhfres and old Nefitr, whofe wit was mouldy 

eve their grandfiecs had nailes, yoke you like draught oxe*, 

and make you plcugn vp the wars. 

Achil. What? what? 

T her. Yes good footh.to Achilles, to Max , to 

Aiax. T (Tall cut out your tongue. , : Jr- 

Ther. Tis no matter ”,T fhall ipeakeas much as thou after. 
<Patro. No more words Ther Jn es peace. (waids. 

T her. I will hold my peace when Achilles brooch bids m<?, 
Achil. There’s for you Patroclus. C a 

1 her I will fee you hang’d like Clatpoles , ere I come any 
more to your tents, I wil t kcepc where there is wit ftimng, 
and Ieaue thefaiftion offooles. 

AMlMmy thS ^proclaim’d through all our hoftc, 

; That HJXer by the firft houre of the Sunncs 




